IMPRESARIO

Isadora, be it said to her credit, never disparaged either him or
her love for him. Her excuse for him was always, "He is a poet!"

It was inevitable that he should die a suicide. But not without
originality. He had talked of suicide in New York, where the Wool-
worth Building had tempted him; he would jump from the tower,
he said, with the manuscript of his last poem in his hand. On
second thought, he might fall on an innocent passer-by, even on a
baby carriage. He would not like that.

Back in Moscow, he appeared on the Red Square one night with
an armful of firewood and the intention of lighting his own funeral
pyre and throwing himself on it. This time the indulgent Soviet
police arrested him and he spent the next six months in jail with
this rebuke of the judge to meditate on: "Your life is not yours to
throw away; it is a property of value to the community/'

In the end he went to the Hotel Angleterre in Leningrad, to the
very room in which he and Isadora had stayed on their first journey
together. On that visit he had pointed out to her a hook in the wall
and said, "Good for a man to hang himself from."

He cut his left wrist and, while it dripped into an Etruscan vase
Isadora had once given him, he wrote in his own blood a poem
addressed "To a Friend":

"Good-bye, my friend, good-bye/
You are still in my breast, beloved.
This fated parting
Holds for us a meeting in the future.
Good-bye, my friend, without hand or word
Be not sad nor lower your brow.
In this life, to die is not new,
And to live, surely, is not any newer."

And from that fateful hook in the wall he hanged himself. Thus
fantastically ended the fantastic life of the second Pushkin.
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